$o8

For fear desire the knowledge.    What I may,

That will I foil of all men's enmities,

And what I may of hope and good success

Take, and praise God, Yet thus much would I know.

If In your sight, who have seen my whole life run

One stream with yours since either had its spring,

My chance to come look foul or fair again

By this day's light and likelihood.

Mary Beaton.                             In-sooth,

No soothsayer am I, yet so far a seer,
That I can see but this of you and me,
We shall not part alive.

Quten*                         Dost thou mean well ?

Thou hast been constant ever at my hand
And closest when the worst part of my fate
Came closest to me ; firm as faith or love
Hast thou stood by my peril and my pain,
And still where I found these there found I thee,
And where I found thee these were not far off.
When I was proud and blithe (men said) of heart,
And life looked smooth and loving in mine eyes,
Thou wouldst be sad and cold as autumn winds,
Thy face discomfortable, and strange thy speech,
Thy service joyless ; but when times grew hard,
And there was wind and fire in the clear heaven,
Then wast thou near ; thy service and thy speech
Were glad and ready ; in thine eyes thy soul
Seemed to sit fixed at watch as one that waits
And knows and is content with what shall be.